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the women chattered a great deal in shrill voices. They
looked me over excitedly, but released each other's hands
and let me pass.

My stockinged feet walked on a floor of tesselated
marble. Suddenly a sweet and astonishingly strong
odour surged through the open hall, and I found myself
striding over layers of tuberoses several inches deep.

On every side I saw women, hundreds, perhaps thou-
sands of them.   Not a man seemed in sight, and every-
body stared most disconcertingly.   By this time I was
uncomfortable, but my own  dignity demanded that,
like all other strangers, I should go on and kiss the grave
of the Saint.   While innumerable eyes rested on me I
walked near the tomb, a slab of stone surrounded by
gilt iron work.   The silk cover of the relic lay almost
drowned in petals,   I remembered that the Prophet was
passionately fond of scented flowers,  particularly of
roses.   His affection for them only equalled the love he
felt for women, a fact which explained the presence of
both in his grand-daughter's mosque.   I covered the last
few yards and kissed the grave,

To get out took a long time- Custom demanded that
I must not, in the slightest way, touch any female and
as there were enormous numbers of them all around I
had to navigate most carefully through the crowd,
When I reached the main portal again the door-keeper
stood there gaping,

"You are the luckiest man in Cairo to get in, and
probably the only one who has done this/' he called.
Later I learnt that on the Saint's birthday the place